Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



CI 5-?6s 



\ 



THE 



SPIRIT OF LIFE; 



THE 



SPIRIT OF LIFE, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



THE 



SPIRIT OF LIFE; 






A POEM. 



PRONOUNCED BEFORE THE FRANKLIN SOCIETY 



OF 



BROWN UNIVERSITY, 



SEPTEMBER 3, 1833: 



BY WILLIS GAYLORD CI^ARK. 



** Je crois que le monde est gouTem^ par «ne volont^ pnisMnte et stige ; 

mail ce mikme monde— «st-il etemel ou cr6^ 7 Y a-Ml un principe 

unique des choeea?**— Rousbbau, EmiU^ liv. iv. 



PHILADELPHIA : 
KEY h BIDDLE, S3 MINOR STREET. 

1833. 



Enteied, according to act of congress, in the year 1833, by Kit tc Bidolb, in the 
office of tbe clerk of the district court of the eastern district of Pennsylvania. 



PhUadelphia: 

T. K. Collins & Co., Printerr, 

49 Prune Street. 



1^^ 



I 

«« CORRESPONDENCE. 

I 



Brmm Pmvtnitf/[y September 3, 1833. 
Dear. Sir, 

The Franklin Society of this Institution, through the under- 
signed, as their committee, present you their unfeigned 
thanks for the elegant Poem with which you have this day 
favoured them, and hereby solicit a copy of the same for 
publication* 

Yours, very respectfully, 

E. P. DYER, 

F. W. FICKUNG. 

To Willis Ga^tlord Clark, Esq. 



Philadelphia^ September 18, 1833. 
Gentlemen, 

In answer to your official letter of the 3d instant, on 
behalf of the Franklin Society of Brown University, I beg 
leave to observe, that while I receive with unaffected re- 
spect and pride the kind opinions of the association which 
you represent, and comply with the request for a copy of the 
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poem delivered before that body, I feel bound to extenuate the 
defects which are, in all likelihood, contained in the production. 
The majority of it is the effort of a few languid summer 
evenings, stolen from relaxation and society, after a perform- 
ance of the onerous duties appertaining to the editorship of a 
daily gazette ; and the closing portions were completed after 
my arrival in Providence, not many hours previous to their de*- 
livery. I do not mention these circumstances to excuse those 
blemishes in the poem, which I am well aware it may pro- 
bably contain ; and to apolojjfize for which, I have not enough 
of that amabilU inaama so finely satirized in the Horatian 
line. The subfed was tsbosen because it was wide, and ad- ' 
mitted of readier treatment than one less general and expansive^ 
With this brief prologue, therefore, I submit the affair to 
the Society, " for better or for worse ;" and remain. 

Gentlemen, with high consideration. 

Your obedient servant, 

W. GAYLORD CLARK. 

To E. P. Dter, and P. W. Fickliico, Esqrs. 
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TO EDWARD LYTTON fiULWER, ESQUIRE, M.P. 

AirmoBov 'Pelhih,* *I>EYSBsiTX,' <£u9£inE Abax,* etc. 



My Dbar^Fbieio)* 

I dedicate the following pages to one whoae animated 
expressions of regard have long cheered, and whose hind 
praises have often inspired me : to one^ whose genius is 
acknowledged* with ardour among all the intelligent classes 
of the American republic; whose impressive writings are 
familiar to the general reader, from Madawasca to the 
Mississippi, and from Ontario to Florida; to one, whose 
political liberality is admired by every well-read freeman in 
the Union, and whose influence as an author (popular in the 
full sense of the word), is undeniably stronger and more 
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difiudive among the people of America, than that of almost 
any modem mind. I inscribe to you this Utde work, with a 
heartj wish that it were worthier of your acceptance. You , 
can see the excuses with which it is put forth to the pub- 
lic : but I am sure that your friendship will appreciate my 
motiye sufficiently to pardon, in its expression, both the man« 

I 

ner and the medium. 

That you may long continue to depict, with your own 
peculiar power, the deformity and misery of Fice, and the 
peaceful loyeliness of Ftriue, by clothing in attractiye fiction 
the soTere truths of life, — and that your loye of free, American 
principles, may continue to afford you the political influenee 
which, as a member of the British Parliament, you now 
^eld in "a body of the first gentlemen in Europe," is the 
sincere desire of 

Yours, most truly, 

W. GAYLORD CLARK. 

PhiladelpMoj October^ 1833. 
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THE SPIRIT OF LIFE. 



There is a Spirit, whose reviving power, 
Dwells through the changes of each earthly hour : 
Where the sere hlooms of man's decline are shed, 
And sterile snows the hrow of age o'erspread ; 
Or while each impulse of the heart is young, 
And the light laugh falls sweet from childhood's tongue 
There lurks that moving spirit, bound to all — 
O'er which nor chance, nor time can fling a thrall ; 
Through lengthened years its force unbroken moves. 
Guiding the hopes of earth, the cares, the loves ; 
Where'er the land outspreads, or sunshine lies, 
Pour'd on old ocean from the boundless skies — 
In calm or storm, in light or shade it springs. 
And broods o'er nature with perpetual wings. 
B 
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Its name is Life, — and glorious is its sway, 
Which seas, and worlds on worlds, and stars obey ; 
Bom from the exhaustless might of God alone, 
The extended universe is but its throne ; 
In liberal measure, through the waste of years. 
Its quenchless pow'r, or principle, appears ; — 
Fadeless and unrepressM its lustres moye, 
Won from the fountains of Eternal Love ! 

Mysterious Life ! how wide is thy domain ! 
In nature's scope how absolute thy reign ! 
In moving force thy kindling gleams appear, 
When dewy blooms bedeck the opening year ; 
When, robed in laughing guise, the Spring comes on, 
And waves her odorous garlands in the sun : 
When the soft air comes balmy from the west, 
And tenderest verdure cheers the meadow's breast : 
How teem the gifts of life at such an hour- 
How sighs the zephyr— how expands the How'r ! 
High from the forest's nodding tops arise 
Rich clouds of hidden fragrance through the skies — 
Their viewless wings the abyss of ether fan. 
While dreams, exalting, fire the breast of man. 
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Awakening life in every thought prevails, 
He draws rapt inspiration from the gales : — 
To the charm'd eye above, the golden sun 
Doth his perpetaal journeys brightly run ; 
Around his course, in solemn pomp, repose 
Gay clouds that drink his glory as he goes ; 
He bathes the desert waste, the city's fanes ; 
He pours clear radiance on the hills and plains ; 
Till restless life, still travelling with his rays, 
O'er earth and heaven, in trembling lustre plays. 

Who, when the summer laughs in light around, 
But feels that spirit's glowing power abound ? 
Warmed from the south, the gladsome hours are shed. 
Lending new verdure to each mountain-bead; 
Luxuriant blessings crown the pleasant scene. 
And the broad landscape glows in sunny green; 
While leaves and birds and streams their songs attune, 
And, steep'd in music, smiles the rose of June ; 
Making the freighted bliss it scatters there. 
Seem like the breathings of ambrosial air ; 
While, o'er the tall old hills and vales between. 
In peerless glory, swells the blue serene : 
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Unbounded skies ! — where life triumphant dwells, 
And light resistless, from its fountain wells ; 
Where beauty unapproach'd — alone — sublime — 
Mocks at the restless change of earth and time; 
And clothed in radiance £rom the Eternal's throne, 
Bends its unpillared arch £rom zone to zone ! 

Who that hath stood, where summer brightly lay 
On some broad city, by a spreading bay. 
And from a rural height the scene survey'd. 
While on the distant strand the billows play'd. 
But felt the vital spirit of the scene. 
What time the south wind stray'd through foliage green. 
And freshened from the dancing waves, went on, 
By the gay groves, and fields, and gardens won % 
Oh, who that listens to the inspiring sound. 
Which the wide Ocean wakes against his bound, 
While, like some fading hope, the distant sail, 
Flits o'er the dim blue waters, in the gale; 
When the tired sea-bird dips his wings in foam. 
And hies him to his beetling eyry home ; 
When sun-gilt ships are parting from the strand. 
And glittering streamers by the breeze are fanned ; 
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When the wide city's domes and piles aspire, 
And rivers broad seemed touchM with golden fiie— 
Save where some gliding boat their lustre breaks, 
And volumed smoke its murky tower forsakes, 
And surging in dark masses, soars to lie. 
And stain the glory of the uplifted sky ; 
Oh, who at such a scene unmoved hath stood, 
And gazed on town, and plain, and field, and flood — 
Nor felt that life's keen spirit lingered there, 
Through earth, and ocean, and the genifd air? 

" Change is the life of Nature ;" — and the hour 
When storm and blight reveal lone autumn's pow'r — 
When damask leaves to swollen streams are cast, 
Borne on the funeral anthems of the blast ; 
When smit with pestilence the woodlands seem. 
Yet gorgeous as a Persian poet's dream ; 
That hour the seeds of life within it bears. 
Though fraught vdth perished blooms and sobbing airs ; 
Though solemn companies of clouds may rest 
Along the uncheer'd and melancholy west ; 
Though there no more the enthusiast may behold 
Effulgent troops, arrayed in purple and gold ; 

b2 



18 THE SPIRIT OP LIFE. 

Or mark the qaiveriiig lines of light aspire, 
Where crimson shapes are bathed in living fire- 
Though Natore's withered breast no more be fair, 
Nor happy voices flactaate in the air ; 
Yet is there life in Autumn's sad domains — 
Life, strong and quenchless, through his kingdom reigns. 
To kindred dust the leaves and flowers return. 
Yet briefly sleep in winter's icy urn ; 
Though o'er their graves, in blended wreathes, repose 
Dim wastes of dreary and untrodden snows — 
Though the aspiring hills rise cold and pale 
To breast the murmurs of the northern gale : — 
Yet, when the jocund spring again comes on, 
Their trance is broken, and their slumber done ; 
Awakening Nature re-asserts her reign, 
And her kind bosom throbs with life again ! 

'T is thus with man. He cometh, like the flow'r, 
To feel the changes of each earthly hour ; 
To enjoy the sunshine, or endure the shade. 
By hopes deluded, or by reason sway'd; 
Yet haply, if to Virtue's path he turn. 
And feel her hallowed fires within him bum, 
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He passeth calmly from that sonny morn, 
Where all the buds of youth are " newly bom," 
Through varying intervals of onward years, 
Until the eve of his decline appears : 
And while the shadows round his path descend, 
As down the vale of age his footsteps tend, 
Peace o'er his bosom sheds her soft control, 
And throngs of gentlest memories charm the soul ; 
Then, weaned from earth, he turns his steadfast eye 
Beyond the grave, whose verge he falters nigh — 
Surveys the brightening regions of the blest, 
And, like a wearied pilgrim, sinks to rest. 

The just man dies not, though within the tomb 
His wasting form be laid, mid tears and gloom ; 
Though many a heart beats sadly when repose 
His silvery locks in earth, like buried snows ; 
Yet love, and hope, and faith, with heavenward trust. 
Tell that his spirit sinks not in the dust : 
Above, entranced and glorious, it hath soared, 
Where all its primal freshness is restored — 
And from all sin released — and doubt — and pain, 
Renews the morning of its youth again ! 
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Yes ! while the mourner stands beside the bier, 
O'er a lost friend to shed the frequent tear, — 
To pour the tender and regretful sigh, 
And feel the heart-pulse fill the languid eye— • 
Even at that hour the thoughtful woe is vain, 
Since change, not death, invokes affection's pain. 
Nought but a tranquil slumberer resteth there. 
Whose spirit's plumes have swept the upper air, 
And caught the radiance borne from heaven along, 
Fraught with rich incense and immortal song ; 
And passed the glittering gates which angels keep — 
Oh, wherefore for the just should mourners weep 1 

' And why should grief be moved for those who die, 
When life is opening to the youthful eye ; 
When freshening love springs buoyant in the breast, 
And Hope's gay wings are fluttering undepress'd : 
While like the morning dews that gem the rose. 
In the pure soul, the dreams of joy repose ; 
When, on the land and wave, a light is thrown. 
Which to the mom of life alone is known ; 
When every scene brings gladness to the view. 
And every rapture of the heart is new ; 



THE SPIRIT OP LIFE. 21 

Oh, who shall mourn that then the silver cord 
Is loosed, and to its home the soul restored 1 
Oh who should weep that thus, at such an hour. 
Celestial light should hurst upon the flower — 
The human flower, that hut hegan to glow 
And brighten in this changefiil world below ; 
Then, still unstained, was borne, to bloom on high. 
And drink the lustre of a fadeless sky ? 

No ! let the mother, when her infant's breath 
Faints on her bosomj in the trance of death ; 
Then let her yearning heart obey the call 
Of that high God who loves and cares for all ; 
Resign the untainted blossom to that shore 
Where sicknesses and blight have power no more ; 
Where poisonous mildew comes not from the air. 
To check the undying blooms and verdure there ; 
But where the gifts of life profuse are shed. 
And funeral wailings rise not o'er the dead : 
Where cherub-throngs in joy triumphant move. 
And faith lies slumbering on the breast of love. 

fl 

Change wears the name of death, the heart to bow. 
And bid its rising shadows cloud the brow ; 
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To teach the wandering soul, with truth severe, 
That man hath no continual city here ; 
That all his hopes, unfixed on God and heaven, 
Like pure aroma to the whirlwinds giyeri. 
Are raptures, wasted from a precious store-— 
They leave the hosom, to return no more. 

Could man's impressive reason hear the sway, 
And guide his footsteps through life's little day ; 
Could every pulse, that riots hut to stain 
His soul, move calmly in reflection's reign — 
Could gentle Conscience ivhisper peace within. 
And from his spirit sweep the darling sin— 
Between his hirth-houi and his final rest, 
What high philosophy would fire his breast ! 
Time's glittering charms would then no more delude 
Its phantom train would all be unpursued ; 
No scars of sorrow's war the cheek would wear. 
Ploughed by corroding thoughts too deeply there- 
No gusts of passion would the brow deform. 
Or lash the kindling bosom into storm ; 
But each pure wish,'inspired, to heaven would soar. 
And earth's dull fevers bum the heart no more. 
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And since the changes which in time are life, 
No real death contain, but teem with life ; 
Since blooming nature from decay can spring 
With buds, and happy birds upon the wing ; 
Since year to year succeeds, and all renew 
The scenes that glow'd to childhood's wcmdering view, 
Since lavish beauty riseth £rom the dust, 
Shall man's cold heart withdraw from heaven its trust ] 
No ! while the unblemished sun careers on high, 
And gilds, with glorious smile, the earth and sky ; 
While tides, mysteriously-obedient, roll 
From orient Indus to the frozen pole ; 
While chaste and free above, serenely bright. 
The moon sails onward through a sea of light ; 
While verdant leaves in summer's air can play. 
Or torrents thunder midst their rainbow spray : 
Long as the unnumbered stars can flash and bum, 
Or journe3ring winds upon their circuits turn ; 
There shall the exhaustless life of God be found. 
And his kind love difiiise its gifts around. 

Man to his rest may fall— but who should mourn. 
Or plant the cypress by the marble urn ? 
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In dust his wan, cold ashes, may remain. 

But no dark shade of death the soul can stain ; 

Beyond destruction's power 'tis formed to rise. 

And hide the judgment-audit in the skies. 

Then who the dirge would hreathe, or pour the tear, 

Since life is strong, and death is feehle here ? 

Gorged hy the past, in dreamless slumber laid. 

Rest the fond lover and the rosy maid ; 

Friends, parents, brothers, sisters, linger there, 

Shut from the sunshine and the blessed air ; 

But change alone hath, touched each earthly form — 

Each faded banquet of the noisome worm : 

Death o'er the ransomed spirit hath no pow'r — 

It waits the final and triumphant hour. 

When sundering cerements shall their prey release — 

Renewed and radiant, to the Realms of Peace. 

All-quenchless life ! bright effluence from God ! 
Whose impulse fills the universe abroad ! 
From thee, the restless heart its movement draws — 
In thee, revolving seasons find their laws ; 
Thine is the pulse that heaves the ocean wave. 
Or bids the evening sunlight gild the grave ; 
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That paints the gorgeous skies at night or mom, 
When dawn is blushing, or when stars are bom ; 
Which drives the unquiet storm along its way. 
When broken ships are whelm'd in surge and spray ; 
While inland hills are echoing wildly-loud. 
As the mad thunders roll from cloud to cloud ; 
When giant trees, with arms uplifted high, 
Creak, as the sheeted lightnings hurtle by ; 
While lengthened swells chastise the groaning strand, 
And bid their deep-toned murmurs thrill the land ! 

Life, unsubdued, through all the world prevails — 
Howls on the midnight waters— or in vales 
Where gentlest summer spreads her waving grain. 
Smiles o'er the golden harvest, on the plain ; 
Bathes, throu^ the tranquil eve, the lake and stream, 
In silvery lustre, an unbroken gleam ; 
Bids the rich sunset all its splendours form. 
And braids the rainbow on the passing storm : 
These are the gifts of 2^/e— sublime and high — 
They teach the soul its immortality ! 

Then let obilient man the lesson heed — 
Let his observant eye its precepts read ; 
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On earth, and ocean, and in heaven above, 

Writ with the principle of life and love ; 

So, when the mockeries of this world shall cease. 

His spotless soul may don the robes of peace ; 

Its tireless pinions shall in raptare wave, 

Far throogh the bended skies, above the grave ; 

Where no sad care the soaring thought can bind, 

Or vex the holy and eternal mind. 

There, through unclouded leagues of fragrant air. 
The walls of Heaven dispense their glories rare ; 
Prismatic shafts of sparkling light arise. 
Pure as the thoughts that beam from angels' eyes ; 
There, glittering gates of massy pearl unfold. 
And restless lustre streams from streets of gold ; 
There Life's immortal river flows abroad. 
To cheer the city of the living God ; 
And where its liquid lapse extends, serene. 
By dewy pastures of undying green ; — 
There, rich with healing leaves and fruits that glow. 
The trees of life their generous wealth bestow : 
There, gentle harpers cheer the shadeless day, 
And balm and song are pour'd from every swy. 
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There, too, when nature's requiem-trump shall sound, 
Will all the pure of earth again be found ; 
Long-sundered friends, on that unblighted shore. 
Will meet to sorrow and to part no more — 
But, calm'd and blessed, in reverential love. 
Through joyous bowers, and fields undimmed, will move 
A deathless king to praise— divine and just, — 
Beneath whose feet the burning stars are dust. 



Tn addition to the preceding poem, the author takes the 
liberty of subjoining a few miscellaneous " fugitives from jus- 
tice." Many of them have already been brought to trial 
before the public, by some of the high editorial judges of the 
country, — and have escaped the ordeal with an aggregate of 
commendation, which must be attributed more to the kindness 
of the triers, than to the merits of the tried. 

The pieces annexed, are mostly taken from amongst a 
collection, — ^in part the product of leisure hours at school, — 
and variously published, in the United States Literary Gazette, 
Buckingham's Magazine, the London Review, British Maga- 
zine, the Court Magazine, Bulwer's New Monthly Maga- 
zine, and other journals of the British metropolis. After the 
close of Bryant's enterprise in the United States Literary 
Gazette, there was not, for some years, with the exception 
of an excellent weekly in New York, a Magazine of any 
note in the country. It was during that time, and from that 
cause, that many of the following poems were sent to literary 
friends abroad, and published in their respective periodicals. 
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LAST PRAYER OF MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS. 



O Domine Deas ! speravi in te ; 
O, care mi Jesu, nunc libera me ; 
In dura catena, in misera poena, 

Deeiderote;— 
Languendo, gemendo, et genuflectendo,— 
Adoro, imploro, ut liberes me.*** 



It was the holy twilight hom, and clouds in crimson pride, 
Sdled through the golden firmament, in the calm erening- 

tide; 
The peasant's cheerful song was hushed by every hill and glen, 
The city's voice stole &intly out, and died the hum of men : 



* These lines, so melodious in the original, and suseeptible of 
equally melodious translation, were written by the unfortunate Makt 
a short time before her melanoholy execution. 
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And as night's sombre shades came down o'er day's resplen- 
dent eye, 
A faded face, from a prison cell, gazed out upon the sky; 
For to that face tlie glad bright sun of earth for aye had set. 
And the last time had come to mark eve's starry coronet ! 

Oh, who can paint the bitter thoughts that o'er her spirit 

stole. 
As her pale lips gave utterance to feeling's deep control ; 
While, shadowed from life's vista back, thronged mid her 

falling tears 
The fantasies of early hope— dreams of departed years : 
Where pleasure's light was sprinkled, and silver voices flung 
Their rich and echoing cadences her virgin hours among; 
When there came no shadow on her brow — ^no tear to dim her 

eye- 
Where there firown'd no cloud of sorrow in her being's festal 

sky. 

Perchance at that lone hour the thought of early visions 
came — 
Of the trance that touched her lip with song, at love's myste- 
rious flame; 



LAST PRAYER OF MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS. 35 

When she listened to the low-bieathed tones of him the idol 

One, 
Who shone in her imagining, first ray of pleasure's sun : 
Perchance the walk in evening hours — ^the impassioned kiss 

or vow— 
The warm tear on the kindling cheek — ^the smile upon the 

brow: 
But they came like flowers that wither, and the light of all 

had fled, 
As a hue from April's pinion, o'er earth's budding bosom shed. 

And thus, as star came after star, into the boundless 

heaven. 
Were her deep thoughts, and eloquent, in pensive numbers 

given: 
They were the ofierings of a heart, where grief had long held 

sway, — 
And now the night, the hour had come, to give her feelings way: 
It was the last dim ni^t of life — the sun had sunk to rest. 
And the blue twilight haze had crept on the far mountain's 

breast ; 
And thus, as in her saddened heart the tide of love grew 

strong, 
Pour'd her meek, quiet spirit forth, this flood of mournful song : 
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'« The shades of evening gather now, o'er the myste- 
. rious earth — 
The viewless winds are whispering, in wild, capridons mirth ; 
The gentle moon hath come to shed a flood of glory round, 
That, through this soft and still repose, sleeps richly on the 

ground: 
And in the free, sweet gales that sweep along my prison bar. 
Seem borne the pure, deep harmonies of every kindling star : 
I see the blue streams glancing in the mild and chastened 

light, 
And the gem-lit, fleecy clouds, that steal along the brow of 

night. 

" Oh, must I leave existence now, while life should be 

like spring — 
While Joy should cheer my pilgrimage, with sunbeams from 

his wing 1 
Are the songs of hope forever flown — the syren voice which 

flung 
The chant of youth's warm happiness from the beguiler's 

tongue 1 
Shall I drink no more the melody of babbling stream or bird. 
Or the scented gales of summer, as the leaves of June are 

stirr'd 1 
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Shall the pulse of loTe wax feinter^ and the' spirit shrink firom 

death, 
As the bud-like thoughts that lit my heart, ^e in its chilling 

breath 1 

^'I hare passed the dieams of childhood, and my loves 
and hopes are gone. 

And I torn to Thee, Redeemer ! oh, thou blest and Holy One ! 

Though the rose of health has yanished — ^though the mandate 
hath been spoken, 

And one by one the golden links of life's fond chain are bro- 
ken—, 

Yet can my spirit turn to Thee, thou ohastener! and can 
bend. 

In humble suppliance, at thy throne, my father and my friend ! 

Thou, who hast crowned my youth with hope, my early days 
in glee — 

Give me the. eagle's fearless wing"— the doye's — ^to mount to 
Thee! 

''I lose my foolish hold on life-^its passions and its 
tears: 
How brief the yearning extacies of its young, careless years ! 
D 



38 LAST PBATEB OF MART, QUE£N OF SCOTS. 

I give my heart to earth no more-^e grave may clasp me 

now — 
The winds whose tone I loved, may play in the dark cypress 

bough : 
The birds, the streams are eloquent ; yet I shall pass away, 
And in the light of heaven shake off this cumbrous load of 

clay ; 
I shall join the lost, the lov'd of earth, and meet each kindred 

breast. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at 

rest" 



AN INVITATION. 

** They thftt seek me early shall find me." 

t 

Come, while the blossoms of thy years are brightest, 

Thou yonthial wanderer, in a flowery maze ; 
Come, while the restless heart is bounding lightest, 

And joy'a pure sunbeams tremble in thy ways : 
Come, while sweet thoughts, like summer buds unfolding, 

Waken rich feelings in the careless breast ; 
While yet thy hand tHe ephemteral wreath is holding'— 

Come, an4 secure interminable rest. 

Soon will the freshness of thy days be over, 
And thy free buo3rancy of soul be flown ; 

Pleasure will fold her wing, and friend and lovdr 
Will to the embraces of the worm haye gone ; 
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Those who now love thee will have passM forever — 
Their looks of kindness will be lost to thee : 

Thou wilt need balm to heal thy spirit's fever, 
As thy sick heart broods over years to be. 

Come, while the morning of thy life is glowing, — 

Ere the dim phantoms thou art chasing die ; 
Ere the gay spell which earth is round thee throwing, 

Fade like Ihe sunset of a summer sky : 
Life has but shadows, save a promise given, . 

Which lights the future with a &deless ray : 
Oh, touch the i^ceptre— win a hope in heaven — 

Come — turn thy spirit from the world away. 

Then will the crosses of this brief existence^ 

Seem airy nothings to thine tirdent soul : 
And shining brightly in the forward distance, 

Will, of thy patient race, appear the goal : 
Home of the weary ! — ^where in peace reposing, 

The spirit lingers in unclouded bliss, ' 
Though o'er its dust the curtained grave is closing— 

Who would not, early ^ choose a lot like this 1 



PRAYER. 



When on the sad and yearning heart, 

The ol<Mid8 of early sorrow fall. 
Oh ! what diall bid their gloom depart. 

And lift the spirit from their thrall 1 
When 'neath ^e foldings of the pall, 

The lost and. beautiful are laid,— 
Oh, who shall answer to the call 

By watohfol Love, in anguish made 1 

When from onr daily paths^ like flowers, 
Our kindred wither one by <me. 

Ah ! what shall gOd the weary hours. 
Or bring again the unshadow'd sun 

His bright and golden course to run 1 

To chase the clouds that round him rise-nr 

d2 
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Recal again each lustrd gone, 

And bathe in light the uplifted skies % 

When, with a shadow o'er them flung, 

Appear the sere automnal trees ; 
And every blast their boughs among 

Awakens mournful images ; 
What, on the lapse of hours like these. 

Can earth, with all its phantoms^ fling* 
When Hope hath ceased her melodies. 

And folded up her rainbow-wing I 

Is it not sweet, when song and dream^ 

Haye pass'd, like sunset's sky of fire-^ 
When Love's false pinion sheds no gleam 

O'er Pleasure's crushed and toneless Ijrre— 
To raise, with purified desire 

The prayer, in earnest suppliance given. 
Which lifts the immortal spirit higher. 

And antedates the joy of Heaven 1 



SUMMER. 



The Springes gay promise melted into thee^ 
Fair Summer ! and thy j^entle reign is here : 

Thy emerald, robes are on each heavy tree ; 
In the blue sky thy yoice is rich and clear ; 

And the free brooks have songs to bless thy reign — 

They leap in music midst thy bright domain. 

Tha gales, that wander from tike unbounded west, 
Are burdened with the breath of countless fields; 

They teem with incense from the green Earth's breast, 
That up to heaven its grateful odour yields ; 

Bearing sweet hymns of praise from many a bird. 

By nature's aspect inito rapture stiir'd. , 

In such a scene, the sun-Ulumined heart. 

Bounds like a prisoner in his narrow cell. 
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When through its bars the morningr glories dart, 

And forest^anthems in his hearing swell — 
And, like the heaving of the voiceful sea, 
His panting bosom labours to be free. 

Thus, gazing on thy void and sapphire sky. 
Oh, Rummer ! in my inmost soul, arise 

Uplifted thoughts, to which the woods reply. 
And the bland air, with its soft melodies ; — 

Till, basking in some vision'^ glorious ray, 

I long for eagle's plumes, toflee away. 

I long to cast this cumbrous clay aside. 

And the impure, uxiholy thoughts that cling 

To the sad bosom, torn with care and pride : 
I would soaf npwa^, on unfcittered wing, 

Far through the chambeprs of the peaceful skiesy 

Where the high fount of Summer's bri^tfiiess lies! 



TO A YOUNG CHILD. 



Thou hast d fair, tmsullied cheek — 

^ A clear and dreaming eye, 
Whose bright and Winning glances Bpeak 

Of childhood's revelry ; — 
And on thy brow no look of care 
Comes, like a cloud, to cast a shadow there. 

In feeling's early freshness blest — 

Thy wants and wishes few ; 
Rich hopes are gamer'd in thy breast, 

As summer's morning dew 
Is found like diamonds in the rose, — 
Nestling mid scented leayes in sweet repose. 

Keep thus in love, the heritage 
Of life's ephemeral spring; — 
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Keep its pure thoughts,— till after age 

Weigh down the spirit's wing. 
Keep the warm heart — the hate of sin, 
And heavenly peace will on thy soul break in. 

And when the evening-tide of yJBars 
Brings, in its shadowy train. 

The record of life's hopes and fears — 
Let it not be in vain 

That backward on existence thou canst look. 

As on a pictured page, or pleasant book; 



A PLACE OF REST. 



^' All) lofl iminps oesaren del tumulto ; y alii reposarqn ]o» de fUerzas 
cansadas." — El JUbro de Job. 



Wecp not thou heavenward pilgrim here, around whose toil- 
some way, 

The gloom of m^ny a care is thrown, where'er- thy feet may 
stray ; 

Within whose heart some tender pulse must echo unto pain, 

When tried by this relentless world, where every dream is vain. 

Weep not, though o'er the living glow of Pleasure's brightest 
wreath. 

Fate's swift and frequent tempests leave the cloudy stain of 
death: 

For endless raptures shall be thine, in mansions of the blest. 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at 
rest 
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Thou must bend onto tlie Chastener here^ and see the deeply 

lov'd, 
The pure and beautiful of earth, by early death removed ; 
Thou must mark on many a blighted cheek, the hectic mildew 

cling, 
Thou must bend beneath Time's shadowy frown, when snows 

are on his wing. 
Till the peace which passeth knowledge is garnered in thy 

soul. 
Till the silver cord is broken, and crushed the golden bowl ; 
Till the hright and glorious streets of heaven are by Ihy feet 

imprest. 
Where the wicked eease from troubling, and the weary are at 

How many flo,wer8 will rise and bloomy a flood of sweets to 

pour 
Across the mazes of thy way, that earth can not restore ! 
How many fond eyes, full of love, will in the grave be hid — 
How will the dark and heavy pall press on each folded lid ! 
Thou must pile the grave's remorseless clod on many a pallid 

brow, 
And lift the serenade of death, beneath the cypress bough : 
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Tilly with a pale and deluged cheek, and with a yeaming 

breast, 
Thou wilt long for pinions of a dove, to soar and be at rest. 

Yet it is but for a season— and thy trials all are past, 

And then / — upon the emp3rTeal air thy spirit-wings are cast ! 

Then the bonds of earth wiU sunder, and thine ear will drink 

the song 
That floats the vernal pastures and crystal waves along : 
Thou wilt join the lost and lonely that have gone before to 

God, 
In a glad ** oontinual city," by the earth's redeemed ones 

trod; — 
Where each angel-plume is folded o'er a peaceful brow and 

breast, — 
** Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weaiy are 

at rest." 



E 



WARNINGS. 



There aie voioes of God for the careless eai^-^ 
A low-breathed whisper when none is near : 
In the silent watch of the night's calm hours, 
When the dews are at rest in the deep sealed flowers ; 
When the wings of the zephyr are folded up, 
When the violet bendeth its azure cup ; 
'Tis a breath of reproval — a murmuring tone. 
Like music remembered, or extacies gone. 

■ 

'Tis a Toice that sweeps through the evening sky, 

When clouds o'er the pale moon are hurrying by ; 

While the fickle gusts, as they come and go, 

Wake the forest boughs on the mountain's biow : 

It speaks in llie shadows, that swifUy pass. 

In the waves, that are roused from the lake's clear glass, 
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Where summer shores, in their verdant pride, 
Were pictured but late in the stainless tide. 

And that yoice breaks out in the tempest's flight. 
When the wild winds sweep in their fearful might ; 
When the lightnings go forth on the hills to play*- 
As they pass on their pinions of fire away ; 
While they fiercely smile through the dusky sky. 
As the thunder-peals to their glance reply ; 
As the bolts leap out from the sombre cloud, 
While the midnight whirlwinds sing wild and loud ! 

'Tis a Toice which comes in the earl/ morn. 
When the matin hymns of the birds are bom ; 
It steals from the fold of the painted cloud — « 
From the forest's draperies, sublime and proud. 
Its tones are blent with the running stream. 
As it sweeps along, like a changeful dream, 
In its light and shade, through the chequered vale. 
While the uplands are fimned by the viewless gale. 

In the twilight hour, when the weary bird 
On her nest is sleeping, that voice is heard ; 
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While mist-robes sure drawn o'er the green earth's breast, 
And the sun hath gone down from the fiided west ; 
In the hush of that silence — ^when winds are still, 
And the light wakes no smile in the quivering rill ; 
Through the wonderful depths of the purple air, — 
O'er the landscape trembling ;-— that voice is there ! 

There are whispers of God in the cataract's roar- 
In the Sea's rude wail, on his sounding shore ; 
In the waves that melt on his azure isles, 
Where the sunny south on their verdure smiles ; 
In the oceanward wind from the orange trees — 
In the Sabean odoOrs that load the breeie ; 
'Midst the incense that floats from Arabia's strand^^ 
That tone.is there with its whispers bland. 

And it saith to the cold and the careless heart, 

How long wilt thou turn from ^' the better part f*^ 

I have called from the infinite depths of heaven — 

I have called, — ^but no answer to me was given ; < 

From many a hallowed and glorious spot, 

I have called by my Spirit — and ye would not / 

Thou art fieur from the haven, and tempest toss'd*- 

Hear the cry of thy Pilot, or thou art lost ! 



THE EARLY DEAD. 



When into dust, like dewy flowers departed, 

From our dim paths, the bright and lovely fade ; 

The fair in form — ^the pure— the gentle-hearted, 

Whose looks within the breath a sabbath made : 

How like a whisper on the inconstant wind, 

The memory of their voices stirs the mind ! 

We hear the sigh, the song, the fitful laughter. 

That from their lips, in balm, were wont to flow ; 

When Hope's beguiling wings they hurried after. 

And drank her syren music, long ago : 

While Joy's bright harp to sweetest lays was strung, 

And pour'd rich numbers for the loved and young. 

When the clear stars are burning high in heaven, — 
When the low night-winds kiss the flowering tree, 

Id 
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And thoughts are deepening in the hush of even, 
How soft those voices on the heart will be ! 
They breathe of raptures, which have bloomM and died- 
Of sorrows, by remembrance sanctified. 

Yet, when the loved have from our pathway vanished, 
What potent magic can their smiles restore ! 

Like some gay sun-burst, by the tempest banished. 
They passed in darkness-r-they will come no more : 

Unlike the day-beams when the storm hath fled. 

No light renewed breaks on their lowly bed I 



ELEGIAC STANZAS, 



Thou art laid to rest in the spring-time hours, 

la the freshness of early feeling; 
While the dew yet lies on the new-bom flowers, 

And winds through the wood-paths aie stealing; 
While yet life was gay to thine ardent eye. 

While its rich hopes filled thy bosom; 
While each dream was pure as the upper sky, 

And sweet as the opening blossom : 
But thy promise of beii^, which shone so fiair. 
Hath passed like a summer eloud in air ; 
Thy bosom is cold, which with love was warm, 
And the grave embraces &y gentle form. 

Thou art slumbering now in a Toieeless cell. 
While nature her garland is wreathing; 
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While the earth seems touched with a radiant spell, 

And the air of delight is breathing ; 
While the day looks down with a mellow beam, 

Where the roses in light are blushing : 
While the young leaves dance with a fitful gleam. 

And the stream into song is gushing ; 
While bright wings play in the golden son. 
The tomb hath caressed thee, thou faded one ; 
The clod lies cold on that settled brow, 
Which was beaming with pleasure and youth but now. 

Should we mourn that Death's Angel, on dusky wing. 

O'er thy flowery path has driyen ? — 
. That he crushed the buds of thy sunny spring'^ 

That thy spirit is borne to heaven % 
How soon will the visions of earth grow dim^ 

How soon will its hopes be fieided ; 
And the heart that hath leaped to the syren's hymn. 

With sadness and gloom be o'ershaded ! 
The feelings are firesh but a little while, — 
We can bask but an hour in affection's smile. 
Ere the fidend and the lover have passed away — 
Ere the anthem is sung o'er their wasting clay ! 
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Then take thy rest in that shadowy hall, 

In thy mournful shroud reposingr; 
There is no cloud on the soul to fall — 

No dust o*er its light is closing : 
It will shine in glory when time is o'er, 

When each phantom of earth shall wither ; 
When the friends who deplore thee shall sigh no more, 

And lie down in the dust together : 
Though sad winds wail in the cypress bough. 
Thou art resting untroubled and calmly now : 
With a seal of sleep on thy folded eye, 
While thy spirit is glad in the courts on high. 



A LAMENT. . 



They sin, who tell US love can die: 

With life all other passioiw fly. 

All others are but vanity : 

But love is indestructible : 

Its holy flame forever burneth ; 

From heaven it came— to heaven retameth ; 

Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived, at times oppresa'd— 

It here is tried, and purified, 

And hath in Heaven its perfect rest. 



SOUTBST. 



Thebx is a Toice Iishall hear no more : 
There are tones whose music for me is o'er; 
Sweet as the odours of springr were they — 
Precious and rich — ^but they died away : 
They came like peace to my heart and ear — 
Never again will they murmur here : . 
They have gone, like the blush of a summer morn — 
Like a crimson cloud, through the sunset borne. 
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There were eyes, that late wete lit up for me, 

Whose kindly glance was a joy to see : 

They revealed the thoughts of a trusting heart, 

Untouched hy sorrows-untaught hy art: 

Whose affections were firesh as a stream of spring, 

When hirds in the yemal branches sing; 

They were fillM with love that hath passed with them, 

And my lyre is breathing their requiem* 

I remember a brow, whose serene repose 
Seemed to lend a beauty to cheeks of rose ; 
And lips I remember, whose dewy smile. 
As I mused on their eloquent power the while, 
Sent a thrill to my bosom, and blest my brain 
With raptures that never may dawn again : 
Amidst musical accents those smiles were shed-*- 
Alas, for the doom of the early dead ! 

Alas, for the clod that is resting now. 
On those slumbering eyes — on that faded brow ! 
Wo for the cheek that hath ceased to bloom — 
For the lips that are dumb in the noisome tomb ; 
Their melody broken, their fragrance gone-- 
Their aspect cold as the Parian stone: 
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Alas, for the hopes that with thee have died— 
Oh, loyed-one ! would I were hy thy side ! 

Yet the joy of grief it is mine to hear : 

I hear thy voice in the twilight air ; 

Thy smile of sweetness untold I see. 

When the risions of evening are home to me ; 

Thy kiss on my dreaming lip i; warm, 

My arm embraceth thy yielding form : 

Then I wake in a world that is sad and drear. 

To feel, in my bosom,— thou art not here. 

Oh, once the summer to me was bright — 
The day, like thine eyes, wore a holy light ; 
There was bliss in existence, when thou wert nigh,- 
There was halm in the evening's rosy sigh : 
Then earth was an Eden, and thou its guest ; 
A sabbath of blessings was in my breast : 
My heart was full of a sense of love, 
Likest, of all things, to heaven above. 

Now, thou art laid in that voiceless hall. 
Where my budding raptoxes have perished all ; 
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In that tranquil and holy place of rest, 
Where the earth lies damp on the sinless breast : 
Thy bright locks all in the vault are hid — 
Thy brow is concealed by the coffin-lid : 
All that was lovely to me is there — 
Mournful is life, and a load to bear ! 



EUTHANASIA. 



** What ii man's history ? Born— living— dying — 
Leaving the still shore for the troubled wave ; 

Mid clouds and storms,' o*er broken shipwrecks flying, 
And casting anchor in the silent grave." 



Mbthinks, when on the languid eye 
Life's varying scenes grow dim ; 
When evening-shadows veil the sky, 

And Pleasure's syren hymn 
Grows fainter on the timeless ear, 
Like echoes from another sphere, 

Or dreams, of seraphim — 
It were not sad to cast away 
This dull and cumhrous load of clay. 

It were not sad to feel the heart 
Grow passionless and cold ; 
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To feel those longings to depart, 

That cheerM the saints of old ; 
To clasp the fiiuth which looks on high- 
Which fires the Cliristian's dying eye, 

And makes the curtain-fold 
That falls upon his wasting hreast, 
The door that leads to endless rest. 

It were not lonely thus to lie 

On that triumphant hed, 
Till the pure spirit mounts on high, 

By white-winged seraphs led : 
Where glories earth may never know. 
O'er * many mansions' lingering, glow, 

In peerless lustre shed ; — 
It were not lonely thus to soar. 
Where sin and grief can sting no more. 

And, though the way to such a goal 
Lies through the cloudy tomb, — 

If on the free, unfettered soul 

There rest no stains of gloom ; 
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. How should its aspirations rise, 
Far through the blue and fretted skies, 

Up— to its final home, 
Beyond the journeyings of the sun, 
Where streams of Hying waters run \ 



THE ALPS. 



Proud momunents of God ! sablime ye stand. 
Among the wondexe of Hie mightj hand : 
With sammits aoaiing in the upper sky. 
Where the broad day looks down with burning eye 
Where gorgeous clouds ia scdflmn pomp repose, 
Flinging rich shadows on eternal snows : 
Piles of triumphant dust, ye stand alone. 
And hold in kingly state a peeiless throne. 

Like olden oonqueroTS, on high ye rear 
The regal ensign and the shining speai; 
Round icy peaks the mists, in wreaths unroUM, 
Float ever near, in purple or in gold : 
And voicefal torrents, sternly veiling then, 
Fill with wild music the unpiUaied air ; 
f3 
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What garden, or what hall on earth, heneath, 
Thrills to such tones as o'er the mountains breathe ? 

There, through long ages past, those summits shone. 
When morning radiance on their state was thrown : 
There, when the summer day's career was done, 
Played the last glory of the sinking sun : 
There, sprinkling beauty o'er the torrent's shade. 
The chastened moon her glittering rainbow made; 
And, blent with pictured stars her lustre lay. 
Where to still Tales the free streams leap'd away. 

Where are the thronging hosts of other days, 
Whose banners floated o'er the Alpine ways % 
Who through their high defiles to battle wound. 
While deadly ordnance stirr'd the heights around 1 
Gone like a dream which melts at early mom. 
When the lark's anthem through the sky is borne; 
Gone like the hues that melt in ocean's spray. 
And chill Oblirion murmurs, — where are they ? 

Yet 'Alps on Alps' still rise— the lofty home 
Of storms and eagles, where their pinions roam : 
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Still round their peaks the magic colours lie 
Of mom or eve, imprinted on the sky ; 
And still, when kings and thrones shall fade and fall, 
And empty crowns lie dim upon the pall ; 
Still shall their glaciers flash — ^their waters roar- 
Till nations fail, and kingdoms rise no more. 



A CONTRAST. 



It was the momiDg of a day in springs — 
The son looked gladness from the eastern sky ; 
Birds upon the trees and on the wing, 
And all the air was rich with melody ; 
The heaven — the calm, pure heaven, was bright on high ; 
Earth laugh'd beneath in all its freshening green, 
The free blue streams sang as they wandered by. 
And many a sunny glade and flowery scene 
GleamM out, like thoughts of youth, life's troubled years 
between. 

The rose's breath upon the south wind came — 
Oft as its whisperings the young branches stirr'd. 
And flowers for which the poet hath no name ; 
While, midst the blossoms of the grove, were heard 
The restless murmurs of the humming-bird : 
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Waters were dancing in the mellow light ; 
And joyous notes and many a cheoTful word 
Stole on the charmed ear with such delight 
As waits on sofk sweet tones of music heard at nig^t. 

The night-dews lay in the half openM flower, 
Like hopes that nestle in the youthful breast ; 
And ruflled by the light airs of the hour. 
Awoke the pure lake from its glassy rest : 
Slow blending with the blue and distant west, 
Lay the dim woodlands, and the quiet gleam 
Of amber clouds, like islands of the blest — 
Glorious and bright, and changing like a dream, 
And lessening fast away beneath the intenser beam. 

Songs were amid ike mountainfl far and wide— 
Sougs were upon the green slopes blooming nigh : 
While, from the springing flowers on every side. 
Upon his painted wings, the butterfly 
Roamed, a sweet blossom of the sunny sky; 
The yisible smile of joy was on the scene ; 
'Twas a bright vision, but too soon to die ! 
Spring may not linger in her robes of green- 
Autumn, in storm and shade shall quench the summer sheen. 
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I came again. 'Twa9 Autamn's stonny hour— - 
The wild winds murmuied in the faded wood ; 
The sere leaves, rostUng in the yellow hower, 
Were hurled in eddies to the moaning flood : 
Dark clouds enthralled the west — an orb of blood, 
The red sun pieroed the hazy atmosphere ; 
While torrent voices broke the solitude. 
Where, straying lonely, as with steps of fear, 
I mark'd the deepening gloom which shrouds the dying year. 

The ruffled lake heavM wildly — ^near the shore 
It bore the red leaves of the shaken tree-^ 
Shed in the violent north wind's restless roar, 
Emblems of man upon life's stormy sea ! 
Pale autumn leaves ! once to the breezes free 
They waved in Spring and Summer's crolden prime — 
Now, even as clouds or dew, how fast tbey fle&— 
Weak, changing like the flowers in Autumn's clime. 
As man sinks down in death, dull'd by the touch of time ! 

I marked the picture — ^'twas the changeful scene 
Which life holds up to the observant eye : 
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Youth's spring, and summer, and its bowers of green, 
The streaming sunlight of its morning sky. 
And the dark clouds of death which linger by : 
For oft, when life is fresh and hope is strong. 
Shall early sorrow breathe the unbidden sigh, 
While age to death moves peacefully along. 
As on the singer's lip expires the finished song. 



THE END. 



